‘FLAG and me’
by Stephanie M Hipple

And so those who think themselves
  stronger
have put us in their gutter
  over the years
they left us there to languish,
  to weather, to fade away into oblivion

they may point out our tattered edges,
  our innocence stripped away
our stars may not seem
  as bright
and our inner grace 
  a bit worn

but as you lay wrinkled and soiled
  unceremoniously in the gutter that day
I knew neither one of us was 
  tarnished or sullied
nor are we anything but a beacon of light 
  and dreams yet to be realized
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so, my friend
  you came home to a
worn woman veteran
  from a time of no-admittance
and no-return

you now gracefully dwell above my door
  the highest point in my home
so that all who enter here
  for whatever purpose
know that your stars
  do still shine brightly

and reflect the courage of our soul.
